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Author's Notes: 
| tried a completely different writing style on this one for a change. and tried to keep it somewhat vague and 
ambiguous while still to the point. | hope that makes sense, and that it shines through in the story itself. Also, 


yay for a present day based story! Please leave a review if you enjoy! 


"How's your back?" 


Steve looked up from his beer, only to lock eyes with Bruce; the concern as apparent in the singer's eyes as it 
was in his tone of voice when he uttered the words. 


"IFs alright. Won't kill me, y'know," said the bassist with a small shrug to empathize the nonchalance of it. 


His back had been bad for the last two decades, it was all about accepting it and learning to adapt. Still, it was 
sweet of Bruce to ask. It just wasn't necessary. Steve, however, figured it was likely a sort of gateway 
question, a reason for them to open up a conversation; and the reply from Steve had been his way of 


accepting the request. They didn't speak a lot, not anymore. Not because they didn't get along or didn't have 


anything to say to one another, but rather because that was just how things were. How things had progressed. 
"| suppose you don't mind as long as you're back on the road, do you?" 


The singer's voice was much more forward now that he knew there would be some talking done, that he was 
allowed to keep going. Steve simply smiled softly, not looking directly at the other man in favour of staring off 
into the distance. It was better that way, the longer he looked, the more distraught he'd become. The more 
he'd take notice of things he'd prefer not to. 


"Yeah, | spose. Wot about ye? Yer not pissed | interupted yer album writin’ wif this little fing called ‘the day 


time job’, are ye?" 
"No, one has to make a living, don't you think?" 


Bruce wriggled his eyebrows wryly and Steve snorted in amusement, raising his own eyebrows momentarily as 
he continously sipped on his beer. His second for the night. He wasn't planning on drinking a lot, but a couple of 
beers would do no harm. Seemed the singer had similiar ideas for the evening, as he cradled his own bottle 


close to his chest like a newborn baby. It painted a rather funny picture. 


"Penned anythin’ ye fancy so far? Noticed ye wif the notebook the other day," the bassist pointed out, deciding 


he didn't want the conversation to die down before it had even begun. 


He - somewhat nervously - picked at his calluses, before moving on to peel away the paper label of the beer 
bottle little by little. Anything to serve as some sort of distraction, so he didn't have to think. Yet, his ears 
picked up on the pleasant sound of Bruce's dark, almost husky chuckle filtering through the air. 


"How do you know whether | was actually penning lyrics? Might have been something else entirely, for all you 
know, | could have been trying my hand at writing some kinky erotic novella filler," he pointed out in a playful, 
almost coy Tone. 

Steve looked up just in time to meet the other man's eyes. The gleam in them was very much provocative, 
almost lustful. The amber shade was just a tad darker than usual, seeming to urge the older man to be a little 
more indulgent; a little less polite and a little more below the belt. To play along with the game. Whatever the 
game was, the bassist wasn't entirely sure. 


“Ell if | know, s'pose it wos the most adequate guess." 


"Mhm. Well, you weren't wrong, but you've got to learn to live a little, Harry. Wouldn't kill you to, you know, 
say something unexpected. Do something out of the ordinary. Don't you think?" 


"Spose not, but ye know wot they say, can't keep an’ ol' dog down" 


Bruce nodded with a hum, and Steve caught it out of his peripheral vision Sometimes the bassist felt almost 


guilty when it came to their predicament, but it was unnecessary to air their dirty laundry now. It was old 
news, something they'd both adapted to over the course of the years. Yet, there'd sometimes be a bit of a 
sting in the bassist's chest area, serving as a reminder of a part of him he'd rather forget. A part of him he, 
most of the times, did manage to pretend didn't exist. 


"That's just a saying, you know. Look at me, just keep changing, don't |?" 


Bruce was right, Steve thought. He was constantly reinventing himself, never letting other people's words or 
perceptions - or even his own old age - stop him from doing something new, something risque, something 
unconventional. Steve himself tended to keep to, and develop, what skils he already possessed. He kept to his 
football playing, and his song writing, and being the family man that was expected of him. Figured it was too 
late to try a different approach by now. He was already equipped for certain activites, why not stick true to 
them? 


"But I'm not ye, am |?" 


Steve licked his lips and swallowed another chug of beer. Not the best beer he'd ever had, didn't taste much; a 
bit too sweet. But it had to do, just like his back. He just had to make do with the tools he'd been given, didn't 
he. Yet, he could feel Bruce's big eyes on him, felt the stare bore holes in the side of his face. He wasn't 


supposed to look, he knew as much, but his gaze was drawn towards it. 
"No, you're not." 


Swallowing hard, the bassist felt relief wash over him when the singer lowered his stare. He noticed the 
impatient tapping of the younger man's foot against the floor, his facial features illuminated by the dim lights 
engulfing them. His shaggy silver hair looked bouncy and soft, his lower lip stuck out in a somewhat thoughtful 
pout. Or, Steve imagined it to be thoughtful. He had a feeling Bruce was considering his words, and actions, just 
as much as he himself was these days. Treading cautiously. 


"Is nice ta see ye back in decent form, y'know," said the bassist and cleared his throat, the words breaking 
the silence and whatever trance they had both sunken into. 


"Uh huh, feels great as well, you know. | mean, given a second chance, shouldn't | make the most of it?" 

Steve wasn't sure if that sentence was supposed to insinuate or imply anything, but he felt his cheeks burn 
just a tad brighter. He wasn't one to come off as shy as he once had in his youth, and the choice of words 
might not be intended to set him off, but there he was. Blushing like a school girl. Tucking a couple of stray 


curls behind his ear, his eyes were now set stubbornly on the table top in front of them. 


Fink yer right. | mean, | s'pose | would ‘ave, ‘ad it been me," the older man confirmed, hoping Bruce wouldn't 


see right through him. 


But the way in which hesitant, almost fearful, fingers grazed his forearm revealed a different truth. Steve 


tensed upp momentarily, shoulders coming up a bit too visibly. His jaw clenched, suddenly set hard. His lips 
drawn into a thin line. He knew he wasn't supposed to react, wasn't supposed to think of it as anything other 
than a sweet, friendly gesture. Bruce had always been physical, it was nothing out of the ordinary. The bassist 
nervously peeled away another chip of paper label from his half empty bottle. 


"What are you thinking about, Steve..?" 


The older man nearly flinched, but prided himself when he managed to restrain himself. Bruce rarely ever 
referred to him by first name; it was always Harry or one of many half derogatory, half light hearted pet 
names he'd aquired over the years. Some of them hurt, some of them brought a smile to the bassist's face. 
Most of them would manage to do both or either of the two at the same time, judging by the situation of 


use. First name basis was rare, reserved only for more emotional, important inquiries. 
"The usual." 


The words came out a bit more defensive, a bit less levelheaded than the bassist would have hoped, and for a 
brief moment he feared he'd upset the other man. It was ridiculous, really, but it wouldn't be the first time. 
He was relieved when instead of withdrawing his hand, Bruce placed the palm fully against his forearm. Right 
above the fading tattoo of Trooper Eddie. A gesture of compassion, of sympathy. Steve wished it would have 


been something a tad more tangible, something more akin to affection, however misguided his wishes may be. 
"The usual?" 
"Yeah." 


"Well, I'm surprised if it's the same usual as it were, say, fifteen years ago, when ‘the usual would mean you 
were thinking about your wee ones back home, eh?" the singer attempted with a small smile, dimples hinting as 


he nudged the older man gently with his elbow. 
"Well, no, not that usual, then" 


Steve couldn't suppress the tiny chuckle escaping his throat, the corners of his lips tugging upwards to match 
Bruce's now bright white beam. Uneven teeth on display, framed by pink full lips, making the singer look 

uncannily like a little boy. Taking a deep breath, the bassist chastised himself and forced his gaze to return to 
his idle fingers. They were still nimbly working, and had successfully peeled away most of the label and moved 


onto picking at their own hang nails. 
"Then what?" 


Bruce's tone was suddenly more persistent, almost a little demanding. Steve scowled, brows furrowing above 
the bridge of his nose. That was uncommon, indeed. Taking a deep breath and exhaling it in a heavy sigh, almost 
frustrated by the younger man's sudden determination, the bassist finally turned his head to the side to fully 
look at him. Actually look. 


"Does it matter?" 


Steve spoke before he thought, before he'd weighed his options, taking his breath away. It could go either way. 
Either, Bruce would throw a childish tantrum and storm off. Or he'd ignore the dismissive nature of the 


response, in favour of conveying with his eyes what he could not put in words. What neither of them could. 
There was a brief flash of hurt as the singer narrowed his eyes for but a second. Then it faded. It would be 
one of those nights, Steve realized, as his fingers abandoned their thankless task. Hesitating only briefly, the 
bassist let his callused fingertips brush the back of the younger man's hand as a sort of foreboading. As a 
sharp warning. Accept this for now, or pull back while you still can. 

Bruce didn't as much as flinch, didn't blink, when Steve's hand came to rest on top of his own. Didn't budge 
when it squeezed and engulfed the smaller one. It surprised the bassist, the suddent display of emotional 
vulnerability and courage that he'd managed to achieve. 


"You've been thinking about it..?" 


The singer's tone was breathless, dry and hoarse and slightly unsteady. Nervous, perhaps. Insecure. Or, Steve 


would like to think that was the case. He could never be certain. 
"Don't | always?" 
"Well, | wouldn't know what you're thinking about, you know, can't read your bloody mind." 


Silence fell over them once more, the presence of other voices in the room all but blurred out. They didn't 


exist, they weren't of any importance. Not at the moment. 


"Fought ye read me like an open bludi book at this point, y'know," the bassist chuckled a bit awkwardly, but its 
intent was good natured. "Wot wif all the practice ye ‘ave." 


"I bloody wish," the singer snorted right back, amusement dancing across his features. "H's more like trying to 
read a bloody marble statue, you know." 


"Fuckin cunt." 

Steve scoffed, his expression indignant but in no way offended. He knew people would think of him as a bit of a 
stone faced enigma, hard to see through. Nothing was farther from the truth, and Bruce knew it just as well 
Still, it served him right being described as such. He knew he could be difficult, to say the least. Wouldn't let 
anybody too close. 


"You think.. we'll ever have an actual conversation about it?" 


"Would it make any difference?" 


Steve noticed the manner in which the younger man lowered his gaze. It wasn't the first time he received that 
response, and he'd become used to it. It wasn't what he hoped for, and he still wished there would be a 
different reaction. If only this once. 


"Itd only ‘urt us, wouldn't it," he added, after a bit of afterthought, in hopes of soothing the blow. "Speakin’ o' 


it, | mean" 
"Yes and no, | think" 


Bruce's reply was smooth, curt but fitting. It made sense, revealed that he hadn't gone over the response in 
his head a million times beforehand. That he wasn't treading as carefully as the bassist, and perhaps that 
wasn't such a bad thing. It was a breath of fresh air, to say the least. Though, Steve wasn't sure he'd ever 


muster up the same amount of courage. At least not at the time being, 

“Ow come.?" was the only, feeble, thing he could think of saying 

"Hts hurting us either way, innit? So what more harm could it really do, you know? Look at us’ 

The singer made a somewhat vague gesture towards the both of them, and Steve found himself squeezing 
Bruce's hand a bit harder. Clinging to the contact, almost, for fear of breaking their link. He realized then that 


there was a sort of uneasiness nagging at the pit of his stomach. Not quite fear, but something very closely 
related. He tilted his head to the side, his dark curls spilling over his shoulder like a waterfall. 


"Yer ‘urtin’..? | didn't know that." he mumbled, shame crossing his features and he focused his eyes on Bruce's 


nose so as to avoid their stares locking again 

"Why wouldn't it? I'm not made of stone, you know." 

"No, no, | didn't spose ye were, | just." 

For the first time since, well, since as far as he could remember, Steve found himself lost for words as he 
trailed off. Usually, their conversations would go one way, and one way only. If they ever made it that far. This 
was farther than they had ever managed to delve into the subject matter, probably for as long as the subject 
had been an issue handling. Very vague, but at the same time so precise it cut right to the core. Words 
weren't necessary, either way. 


"You just didn't think" 


Steve pursed his lips, his heart sinking like a sodden weight. It left a sort of aching, gaping hole of guilt in his 
chest. Had he really been as selfish as to assume he was the only one affected by the situation? 


He tried but failed, once again stopping himself before he said anything that didn't belong. Anything that would 
render the entire conversation up until this point useless. The unpleasant sensation in his belly grew in 


magnitude, and Steve finally dared admit to himself that it was indeed fear. He was afraid. 
"Hey, Steve, look at me." 


Steve shook his head, stubborn as the pride prevented him from giving into the other man's innocent, heartfelt 
request. It should be so simple, but here he was, unable to comply. He felt relief and terror wash over him all 
at once when the smaller man's hand withdrew. Eyes wide with near panic, the bassists head snapped up. He 
was confused; shocked almost, to realize Bruce wasn't upset. Instead, a familiar hand came up to cradle the 
side of his face. Intimacy that neither of them had expected, as the singer appeared almost taken aback by his 


own bold act. 

"Bruce." 

If he had intended to say anything else, the words disappeared before they were out. There were no clear 
thoughts in Steve's head. His resolve had waned, all he was left with was a blur of emotions without any 
guiding lines. He couldn't act on impulse, look at what that had lead to. Yet, he failed to resist leaning into the 
touch. Failed to resist being taken in, losing himself in the moment. 

I'm always thinking about it. Every single, bloody day." 

Steve winced, squeezing his eyes shut. Of course he wasn't the only one crippled by the memories. He had 
made so many injust assumptions. He needed to stop thinking, but it was as if his mind went on autopilot. 


Attempting to solve an issue that wasn't even there in the first place. 


‘lm sorry," he breathed, never one to apologize or admit his mistake unwarranted; the words bearing the 


brunt of his sincerity. 

The bassist could tell by the way the other man's breath seemed to hitch, that it was an unexpected apology. 
It both pleased and pained the older man, exposed him to his own mindless, unfair treatment of his companion 
All the things they were, had been. Could have been. Everything he'd denied himself, everything he'd deprived 
them of. 

"You're afraid, aren't you?" 

"l'm never afraid." 


"No, but you are now." 


Steve couldn't deny that. Why lie any more? It served no purpose, all the cards were laid out now. The final 


piece of the puzzle had been placed. He sighed softly, opening his eyes despite the fact that yes, he was afraid. 
Afraid of what he would see in Bruce's own stare, afraid to find it empty and void of all substance. Afraid of 
the rejection he'd already wrongly assumed he'd find, all too many times. 

"Don't think so much," murmured the singer, his expression honest and his eyes almost tender. 

There was a lump lodged in the bassist throat. All the repression in the world could not dislodge it. Why hadn't 
he been more trusting towards his own emotions? Trembling, his callused hand found Bruce's. It rested neatly 
on top of it, pressed it closer still. The intimacy was all he'd ever craved, everything he'd never allowed himself 
to surrender to. 

‘| luv ye." 

Suddenly, that was the most natural, most sensible thing Steve could have said. 

"There it is" 


The smile on the singer's face could be heard in his voice, as he pulled the older man in 


Their lips met. 


